blind. This was the best interpretation. Also, I think that?even at this time?I had a suspicion that this was nothing but a dream. The stuff at the heart of ulti mate essence, perhaps; but not to be taken literally or seriously in itself. I think, given our human evasiveness and genius for the irrelevant, that it might be the deepest and ultimately most powerful truths from which we have least to fear. "The tree?" I asked.
"Yes," he repeated, but still not clearly answering my question. I could hear a wind blowing in the limbs above us, then, and for a few minutes we were silent, but then his eyes grew wide and terrible, and he said, "But there was still more. You took that mocking simulacrum of a tree and nailed it to a man!" What could I say to such a misunderstanding? After this utterance, the wind increased and the dream itself ended in turmoil and darkness. It is the O Negative Celt in me that tells you this.
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